8                          SILENT IS THE VISTULA
Around the statue of Copernicus-sitting there sedately with his globe, as if conscious of the unique distinction of having been declared "Volksdeutsche" by the Nazis-pigeons exchanged their daily gossip and a couple of droshlds dozed peacefully, the horses burying their noses in their bags of oats,
On the corner of Obozna Street, Dorota crouched as usual over her basket of flowers. Dorota was a very brave woman, a widow with three children, all in the Home Army. It flitted through my head I wonder what post she's assigned to today?
"Good morning, Dorota," I said
*Good morning, madame. What will it be today? Violets?"
"Give me a nice bunch, please "
Dorota bent over her basket to pick out the nicest flowers Without raising her head, she whispered
"There are spotters inside the gate of No. 6, Four of them/'
Thank you, Dorota, If anything comes up 111 be at the PomianowsM Cafe. You may call me up there. These are lovely flowers. Thank you."
I crossed Napoleon Square and caught the trolley uptown. The conductor wound his way laboriously through the tightly packed car,
"Come on, ladies and gentlemen, If anyone's willing to pay, 111 take the fare, please," he called cheerfully.
Practically no one paid the fare these days in Warsaw That is, people did pay, but without taking their tickets from the conductor who then could sell the same ticket ten times over and more in a day This system had been devised because the conductors were very poorly paid and it was one more way in which people codd help one another, fooling the Germans at the same tune. The Germans would get raging mad about this trolley business. They tried many a time, always unsuccessfully, to